
7 he hifory 

Asw ed*ed with a figh would riuein twaine, 

Le-aft HeUor of my father fhoulci pcrcciue mee/ 

I haue (as when the Sunnc doth light a feorne) 

Buried this figh in wrincle of a fmyle, 

Butforrow- chat is couchtin feeming giadnclie, 

Is like that mirth fateturnes tofuddainefadnefle. 

P<rw/ And her haire were not fome-what darker then HcU 
fcw "veil goto , there were no more comparifon betweene 
the women 1 but for my part flic is my kinfwoman , 1 would 
not as they tearmeitpraifcher,buc I would iom-body had 
heard her talke yeftcr-day as I did, I will not difpraifeyout 
After (lajjandras wit, but- — — 

Troy, Oh P andartts I tell thee Vandarus, 

When I do tell thee there my hopes lie drown’d 
Reply notin how many fadomes deepc. 

They lie indrench’d.,1 tell thee I am madder 
In Cnjfids loue ? tnou aniwerfl fhe is faire, 

Powreft in the open vlcer of my heart/ 

Her eyes, her haire herchceke.her gate,her voice, 

Handled in chy difeoui fcsO that her hand 
In whofe comparison all whites are yoke 
Writing their owiie lepcoc hrto who fe foft feifure 
Tliecignecs downe is ha^n^T^^nHhce: 

Hard as the palme of plow-man;this thou telft me, 

As true thou telft me.wheh.-l fay I loue her, 

But laying -hus in fteed ofoyleand balme, 

Thou layft in eutry gafh that loue hath giuen mee 
The knife that made it. 

P«»/l lpeakc no more then truth. 

Toy. Tnoudoft not fpeakc fo much. > 

P<j»/ Faith lie not meet cite in it,ier her bee as (bee is, if (he 
bee faitetis the better for her, and (bee bee not/hehas the 
mends in ncrowne hands. 

Troy, Good P attdarui how now V'andarm} 

haue had mv labour for my trauell , ill thought on 
of Her, and ill thought of you , gou betweeneand betweene, 
but fmall thanks for my labour. 

Trey . What ai t thou angry P anoUrus} what with me? 
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Van B „ caU fe flv/e’s kin to me therefore fliees not fo faire 
jr./L and flie were kin to me, (be would be as fan c a 
dafas Hilled on Sunday, but v hat I ?I care not and fliec 
yvere a blackeamore, tis alionc to ince. 

n'rav Sav l ibe is not faire? , 

F J. I do not care whether you do or no, (besafooeto 
ftay behinde her father let her to the Greches-, and ,o 
her the next time I fee her for my part lie meddle nor m k 

no more ith matter. 

Troy. Pandarus. Pan. Not I. 

Troy.SweeteVandarm. . 

Tan. Pray you fpeake no more to mee I will leaue all as I 

found it andtherc an end. £ xt '' 

Stand alarum. 

Troy. Peace you vn gracious clamors, peace rude founds, 
Fooles on both fides,ATe//<?» muft needes be faire. 

When with your bloud you daylie paint her thus, 

I cannot fight vpon this argument:- 
It is too ftaru'd a fubiedt for my fword, 

ButP anda- w : O gods 1 how do yon plague me 
I cannot come to Crejfil but by P andar. 

And he’s as teachy to be wood to woe, 

As ftieis ftnbborn e,ch aft.agairift all fuite. 

Tell me a Apollo for thy Daphnes loue 

What Creffid is,what Prf«^r,and what we: ' V 

Her bed is India therc’fhe lies, a pearl e, 

Betweene our Ilium, and where Lheeretdes 
let it be cald the wild and wandring flood; 

Our ielfe the March ant, and this fayhng P andar 9 
Ourdoubtfull hope, our conuoy and our barkc. 

Alarum Enter t&neas. 

i/£,:e. How now prince Tro^V/m, wherefore not afield, 
Tr*jr: ■Becaufenoctherejthis womans anfwer forts, 

For womanilbit is to befrom thence. 

What nevves ty£reas from the field to day? 

»j£ne. That Parts is returned heme and hurt, 

Troy. By whom t/Eneatl 
v£ne, Troylas by t Menelaus. 

A J T roj,- 



